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jbe supplied with goods, and once a week a convoy of convict porters
under a constabulary guard set out for Ba on the north coast to bring
up stores and letters.
Vaturemba, my native magistrate, who sat with me in the Pro-
vincial Court, dispensed a rough sort of justice in his district court
once a month. It seemed to disturb no one that in the course of a
case he would pull out a jew's-harp and gently twang it while listen-
ing to the evidence. In one such case two youths were arraigned for
hen stealing. The owner was awakened by the voice of his hen: he
gave chase and caught them red-handed in two senses, for they were
plucking the hen as they ran. Vaturemba removed the instrument
from his mouth, said " Three months," and began to play a symphony
of triumphant malignity. Thereupon the prosecutor intervened: one
of the accused was his nephew: he had never asked for a severe
sentence. Vaturemba again took out his instrument and said, " Three
days. Next case."
One of my fellow cadets, Baxendale, was to be my companion to
learn the language and qualify for a magistracy. He was a keen
sportsman and a good naturalist, besides being a man of imperturbable
good temper. It was a surprise to both of us to find that all our pre-
decessors had worn native dress, and we conformed to the practice
by wearing flannel shirts and sulus, which were merely two yards of
cotton cloth knotted round the waist and reaching to below the knee.
Bare feet were at first a trial, but the soles of our feet soon hardened,
and we were able to cover miles, even over stones, without becoming
footsore. We were entirely cut off from the outer world. Letters to
England took five months to bring an answer: even Suva was a
week distant by mail. We had a few books, but we were generally
too tired in the evening to do anything but sleep, for it was an active,
if not a busy, life. I made a point of visiting every village in my
province, and the journeys took up many weeks in the year. There
was the daily orderly room, recruits to drill, the prison labour to
distribute, the daily bathe, the horses, the farm and the official cor-
respondence.
I remember two curious sidelights on native psychology.  Among
the garrison was a good-looking youth named Avisai from Vanualevu
(Province of Mathuata) with well-cut features and a mop of golden
hair. Soon after his arrival he began to pine and waste away. It was
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